MODERN TRAVEL

while there were yet some alive to resist him.
Then, purring gently, he drank a deep draught
of blood from each of his slaughtered victims. At
last he reached Che' Seman, and Minah, seeing
him approach, made a feeble effort to evade him.
Then began a fearful scene, the tiger playing with
and torturing the girl. ... So cunningly did he
play with her, that, as Mat described it, a time
as long as it would take to cook rice had
elapsed, before the girl was finally put out of her
misery.

Even then He of the Hairy Face did not quit
the scene of slaughter. Mat, as he lay trembling
in the shelf overhead, watched the tiger, through
the long hours of that fearful night, play with the
mangled bodies of each of his victims in turn. He
leaped from one to the other, inflicting a fresh
blow with teeth or claws on their torn flesh, with
all the airy, light-hearted agility and sinuous grace
of a kitten playing with its shadow in the sun.
Then when the dawn was breaking, the tiger tore
down the door, leaped lightly to the ground, and
betook himself to the jungle.

When the sun was up, an armed party of neigh-
bours came to the house to see if ought could be
done. But they found the place a shambles, the
bodies hardly to be recognized, the floor-laths
dripping blood, and Mat lying face downward
on the shelf, with his reason tottering in the
balance. The bodies, though they had been
horribly mutilated, had not been eaten, the tiger
having contented himself with drinking the blood
of his victims, and playing his ghastly game with
them till the dawn broke.

This is, I believe, the only recorded instance in
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